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This  is  Ricky,  who  lived  on  a 
farm  just  outside  of  a  little  vil- 
lage. He  lived  there  with  his  father 
and  mother,  his  brothers  and 
sisters. 
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Ricky  liked  to  go  to  the  village 
with  his  family.  Ricky's  father 
talked  to  the  other  farmers. 
Ricky's  mother  talked  to  the 
other  mothers.  His  brothers  and 
sisters  played  with  the  other  child- 
ren. But  Ricky  always  ran  as  fast 
as  he  could 
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'^^^  .  '    To  the  Fire  House! 

Ricky  stood  on  a  box  and  looked 
in  the  window.  He  saw  the  big  red 
engine  inside.  But  one  thing  al- 
ways bothered  him.  There  were 
never  any  firemen  in  the  fire- 
house! 


'*Why  aren't  there  any  firemen 
in  the  firehouse?"  Ricky  asked  his 
father  when  they  went  home. 
*' Because  they're  busy  with  other 
work  and  only  come  when  there  is 
a  fire  to  put  out,"  Ricky's  father 
explained. 
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Ricky  didn't  understand  what 
his  father  meant.  But  one  day 
when  he  was  in  the  village,  he 
suddenly  heard  a  loud  noise.  Rrr  - 
whee  -  ee!  It  was  the  siren  on  the 
firehouse.  Ricky  saw  a  man  come 
out  of  a  restaurant  holding  a  fry- 
ing pan.  "Just  got  a  phone  call 
there's  a  fire  on  Underhill  Road!" 
the  man  cried,  running  to  the  fire- 
house. 
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Ricky  saw  more  men  hurrying 
to  the  firehouse.  Down  from  a 
ladder  came  two  men  who  were 
painting-  a  building.  Up  from  a 
hole  came  a  man  who  was  fixing 
a  road.  Off  a  truck  came  a  man 
who  was  delivering  groceries. 


*' They're  the  volunteer  fire- 
men/' Ricky's  father  explained. 
"No  matter  where  they  are  or 
what  they're  doing,  when  they 
hear  the  siren  they  rush  to  put  the 
fire  out." 
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The  siren  was  still  blowing  and 
still  more  men  were  coming.  From 
a  porch  came  a  man  who  had  been 
taking  a  nap.  Across  a  field  came 
a  man  who  had  been  plowing.  Off 
a  motorcycle  came  a  man  who  had 
been  taking  a  ride. 


The  men  took  off  their  work- 
coats  and  hats.  They  put  on  their 


fire-coats  and  hats.  Now  they  were 
volunteer  firemen! 


Rrr  -  whee  -  ee!  Clang!  Clang! 
Out  came  the  engine  with  all  the 
firemen  on  it.  People  ran  after  it, 
but  it  went  so  fast  that  it  was  soon 
out  of  sight.  *'rd  like  to  be  a  vol- 
unteer fireman!"  Ricky  cried.  'Tm 
afraid  you'll  have  to  wait  until 
you're  grown  up/'  his  father  said. 
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When  Ricky  got  home  he  had 
a  new  game  to  play.  Rrr-whee-ee! 
He  made  a  noise  like  a  siren.  Clang! 
Clang!  He  rang  a  cow  bell.  He 
used  an  old  wagon  in  the  barn  for 
his  fire  engine ,  but  it  wouldn't  go. 
If  only  he  could  be  a  real  fireman! 


^^/--^--^/i  ^ 


'%^ 


v-v- 


jc*"*^ 


r  .it  ■'■■  ifV' 


Rrr  -  whee  -  ee!  One  day  Ricky 
was  running  down  the  road,  play- 
ing fireman,  when  he  suddenly 
heard  someone  calling,  *Tire! 
Fire!  Help!  Fire!"  He  looked  up. 
and  there  was  an  old  lady  shout- 
ing and  waving  at  him. 


Ricky  ran  to  the  old  lady  as  fast 
as  he  could.  *'I  was  burning  brush, 
and  the  wind  spread  the  fire.  I 
can't  put  it  out!"  the  old  lady 
cried.  She  was  beating  the  fire, 
with  a  broom.  'Tm  afraid  it  will 
burn  my  house.'' 
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''Telephone  for  the  volunteer 
firemen!"  Ricky  said.  ''They'll 
come  and  put  it  out  right  away!" 
"I  have  no  telephone,"  the  old 
lady  said.  "Then  I'll  go  for  the 
firemen!"  Ricky  answered,  and 
away  he  ran  to  the  village  as  fast 
as  he  could. 


''There's  a  fire  -  an  old  lady  - 
can't  put  it  out!"  Ricky  saw  one 
of  the  volunteer  firemen,  who  was 
painting  another  building  today. 
''We'll  go  right  away!"  said  the 
man,  hurrying  down  the  ladder. 
Ricky  ran  with  him  to  the  fire- 
house.  The  man  pulled  the  alarm 
and  the  siren  blew. 
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** Where's  the  fire?"  one  of  the 
men  asked  Ricky.  ''Down  the 
brook  -  over  the  field!''  Ricky 
answered.  ''Let's  take  him  along 
to  show  us.  It'll  be  easier  that 
way,"  another  man  said. 


Take  him  along!  Ricky  could 
hardly  believe  it  when  the  fireman 
lifted  him  to  the  front  seat  of  the 
fire  engine  and  -  Rr  -  whee  -  ee ! 
Clang!  Clang! -they  went  racing 
down  the  street. 
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Ricky  was  so  excited  he  could 
hardly  show  the  firemen  the  way. 
But  he  did  show  them  the  smoke 
over  across  the  field.  When  they 
got  there,  the  brush  was  burning 
harder  than  ever,  nearer  and  near- 
er to  the  house. 
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The  firemen  jumped  off  the 
engine.  Some  put  Indian  tanks  on 
their  backs.  Others  grabbed  strong 
bamboo    brooms.    They    pumped 


the  tanks  and  -  swish  -  water  came 
out  of  the  hose.  Bam  -  bam  -  they 
beat  the  burning  brush  with 
brooms! 
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**Let's  start  another  fire  down 
there!"  Ricky  heard  one  of  the 
men  say.  Oh,  they  mustn't  start 
another  fire,  Ricky  thought.  But 
two  of  the  firemen  ran  across  the 
field  and  set  fire  to  the  brush  at 
that  end,  too. 


Then  Ricky  saw  why  they  did 
it.  The  new  fire  swept  along  and 
the  old  one  came  to  meet  it.  With 
a  great  lick  the  two  fires  came  to- 
gether. They  burned  each  other 
up  until  there  was  only  smoke  left. 


''You  saved  my  house!"  the  old 
lady  cried  to  the  firemen.  ''Well, 
this  boy  helped,"  one  of  the 
firemen  said.  "If  you  hadn't  come 
for  us,"  he  said  to  Ricky,  "the 
house  would  have  burned  down. 
You  were  a  real  volunteer  fire- 
man, too!" 
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And  that  was  why  Ricky  rode 
on  the  fire  engine  in  the  big  Fourth 
of  July  parade! 
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